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One day when I was in the gardens it began to rain, and
the empress sent a servant to tell me to join her in the hall
of the palace. We spoke again of the calendar, and she
asked me if it was true that in Venice we did not divide the
twenty-four hours of the day.
clt must be very inconvenient,5 she said; 'and to the
rest of the world it seems rather ridiculous.5 She then
spoke of the manners and customs of the Venetians, and of
their fondness for games of chance. She asked me if the
lottery had been established at Genoa.
'They tried to persuade me to permit it here/ she said;
cif I had consented, it would only have been on condition
that nothing less than a rouble could have been staked;
this would have prevented the poor from playing.5
I replied to this wise observation by a profound bow. This
was the last interview I had with this celebrated woman, who
reigned for thirty-five years without committing a single
essential mistake.
I had to leave Petersburg and Zaira, but I left her in
kind hands. I set off for Warsaw, where Prince Adam
Czartoryski lived, to whom I had an introduction.
I found Prince Adam Czartoryski seated at a large table
covered with papers. There were about fifty people in the
room, which was his bedroom as well as his library. He told
me, in very stilted French, that he thought most highly of
the person who recommended me, but that as he was very
busy at that moment, he begged me to sup with him if I had
nothing better to do.
At nine o'clock, chaving nothing better to do'—I found
this was a cant phrase in the mouth of Polish gentlemen—
I went to sup with Prince Adam. He presented me to all
present, and just as we were sitting down to table, a tall,
handsome man came in. Prince Adam again mentioned my
name, then turning from the newcomer to me, said in a
cool tone, 'This is the king.3
I advanced towards the king, and was about to kneel,
when his majesty, with the best grace in the world, gave

